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Author's Notes: 


I've got a new creative rule: just do things, dont agonize over it. 

Better to create, and create ugly, than do nothing and block yourself 

out of some perceived unattainable perfection. Just.. have fun, yknow? and it will be FUN! 
--and 

melodramatic fhjksdhfkjsd | know, but there will be fun! tons! so if you'd 

like to come into this pretentious, fun adventure, please dol I'll post 


lil pieces like this one, but more frequently so stay tuned? | guess? 


Lars took a deep breath and got over it. 

‘lm sorry." 

His hands were shaking, but he was expecting James' frown, he was expecting his questions. 
"What... what does this-? Are you fucking with me?" 

(Everything was going as planned, he could do this, James would-) 


Lars swallowed and shook his head. 

"| swear. | swear I'm telling you the truth. Please, you have to believe me, you have to let me explain 

This James -thirty-year-old James, short hair James, ‘prescription glasses on the nose’ James- looked at his 
hands flying through the air, trembling, and Lars knew how it looked, and drew them back. 

James -this, this James; not his James- observed it all, watched those talkative hands hide in jeans pockets, 
and then looked at him in the eyes. 

"Lars" 

And his voice was so low, so unlike his James that- 

"You are scaring me." 

He had to tell him. 

"Whats going on, please?" 

So he did. 

‘lm not your husband." 


w 


James blinked, fury and confusion making his eyes dart all around the room. 

"What the fuck that's supposed to mean?" 

(Hurt, that what it was) 

"Are you-?" 

His voice rose, broke, and a strange, animal sound took control of his throat. 

At that noise, Lars stepped towards him immediately, summoned, but James recoiled. 

"Don't touch me. Don't you fucking dare fucking-" 

Lars could feel the waves of anger coming from him, how his arms were tense enough to snop. 
"Okay, okay!" he drew back, trying to keep his voice soothing, "lm sorry, I'll just-" 

And then it went the worst possible way. 

"Are you breaking up me?" 

"What? No! That's not-" 

"Then what the fuck does this mean! You've been acting so strangely lately, you drew back from me, you 
randomly don't want to be touched." 

"James —" 

"You think you're clever? Four pillows, Lars? | know I'm a stupid, dumb shit to you b-" 

"What? No, I-" 

But James was on the warpath, suddenly advancing, accusing and angry. 

(But Lars was stil Lars) 

"not so fucking stupid! And | told you, / fold you ‘lazy writing, Lars’, ‘stop the lazy writing shit, Lars'." 
"Man, please, listen to m-" 

(Lars never retreats) 

"And you ignored me, like | wasn't even goddamn th-" 

"| COME FROM ANOTHER UNIVERSE AND | DON'T KNOW WHAT THE FUCK TO DO." 

(Not with James) 


